GAMBARA To M. le Marquis de Belloy.
NEW YEAR'S DAY 1831 was throwing around its packets of sugared-ulmonds; four o'clock was striking; great crowds thronged the Palais-Royal, and the restaurants were filling up. - At this time a coupe stopped at the entrance and a young man of noble bearing alighted; a foreigner undoubtedly, or he would not have had as attendant an aristocratic chasseur wearing a plumed hat, neither would the panels have displayed the coat-of-arms, which the heroes of July still sought for the purpose of attack.
Our stranger entered the Palais-Royal and followed the crowd around the wooden galleries, evidently not caring to notice the slow progression he was compelled to make by the sauntering mass of humanity; lie seemed born to the noble gait, called in derision the " ambassadors9 strut," and yet his dignity had a touch of the theatrical- Although his face was grave and handsome, his hat, under which showed a mass of black, curling hair, tipped the least bit too much over his right ear, belying his gravity with a touch of rakishness. His inattentive, half-closed eyes let fall an occasional contemptuous glance upon the crowd.
" There's a handsome young fellow," said a grisette to another one in her company, as they drew aside to let him pass,
u And right well he knows it, too," responded aloud the companion, who was very plain.
After having made a tarn through the arcades, the young man alternately looked at his watch and at the sky; he seemed to be impatient, and at last went into a tobacconist's store, lit a cigar, and stood for a moment before the mirror to glance over his apparel, which was more ornate than the French law of good taste could tolerate. He pulled down his collar and black velvet vest, over which hung many